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OLD “PATIENCE” SONGS RECALLED BY AN OPERA REVIVAL.

ONE OF THE GILBERT AND SULLIVAN SUCCESSES OF THE EARLY EIGHTIES WITH A NOTABLE CAST.
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*Patience; Bunthormne's
ten by W. & G t
thur Sullivan, is the €
1 mext weele
“an entirely new and
opera in two acta”™

or,

=tle Square atirac-

The orir-

iginnl £

It was 1 produced ot the Ovp e
Comique. London, on Saturday April ™
1781, under the drection of Mr. R, Oy
Carte. The first stawe manacer fo L

epera inta the
Opera Comian
who

ple. Eea..
what will he n
Bt. Louls the

: day It i superficons

tha fact that W. & G
Fnglish comlie onem 1
&lacussion, =omehow, meema out of pls
tn the consdemtlon of apera. Put tha fact
remains that it was Gihert, the versifier

rather than Sulllvan, tha tonal Tmer,
that haws at
praise in the fudgment of thelr jolnt-lahor-
ers.

“Patience” i singularly rich in postic
gema. Among them In the flrut e
Colenal Caverh’s celehrated song: “When
T Pirst Put This Uniform on' This e the
way it rone:

When I first pirt this anifsrm on,

T eald as T inoked in ths giasa,
*It's one to a milllem

That any civilian

My figure and form will sarnass
Gold lace has a charm for the falr
And T've plenty of that and to epar=
While & Jovers professicns

When uttersd In [Tesstiana,

Are sloquent v rrwhere!™

A fact that T counted upon,

When I first put this uniform onl
Tiv & simpls eninclience, few

Tould have reckoned upon,

Tha sarse thing cecurref ta me, to,
When I first put this uniform on.

T sald, when T Sret pot it en.

It 1= platn to the veriest Sunce

That every beanty

Wili feel It her duty

T yield 1o It= glamour at once
They will ste that T'm fresly gold-laced
12 & uniform handsome and chaste—
Hut tha peripatetics

of long-haired nesthetion

Are very much more ta their taste—
Which 1 never counted upon,

When I first put this uniform eal!
By a simple coincldence, few

Could have reckoned upomn,

1 didn’t anticipate that,

When [ first put this uniform on

Another that achieved Instant success,
and is & fine example of the Intimote union
of words and notes, Is the celebrated duet

between Patlence, the dolrymald, and

Archibald Grosvenor, the ldyilic post. You
can hardly rend 1 without singing & melody
to it.even If you mever heard It sung be-
fore. Here Is the text as Gilbert wrote It

GROSVENOR.
Prithes, pretty malden—gprithes tell ms true,
(Hey but I'm doleful, willow willow walyd
Have you o'er a lover adangling afier you?
Hey willow waly Q]
I would faln &iscover
If you bave a lover!
Hey willow waly O1
PATIENCE.
Oentle str, my hear: s frollescme and free—
(Hey but he's dolefpl, willow willow waly!)
Hobody 1 care for comes mcourting me—
Hey willow waly Ol
Nobody 1 care for
Comes a courtlng, tharefors,
Hey willow waly O
GROSVENOR.
Prithes pretty malden, wiil you marry w=7
(ley but I'm bhopeful, willow willow walr?
I may say at oncs, I'm a man of pro-por-tre—
Hey willow waly O!
Money, 1 desplss 9t
But many people prizs It
Hey willow waly O!
PATIENCE,
Gentls sir, altkough to marry 1 design—
(Hay but he's hopeful, willow willow walyD
As yot I o not know you, and so [ must declina,
Hey willow waly O1
To other maldens go you
A= you I do not know you.
Heay willow waly O!

A song that suggests the lament of Kat-
. fsha, in the “Mikado,” belng along ths
sama lines, yet quite different, Is the Lady
Jane’s, In which she dedlores the ravages
of time on feminine beauty. It stands alones
in Its peat satire, its comlc woe and its
terse description,

Jane laments In the subloined meter:

Jane's Song.
Sad is that woman's' 1ot wha, year by year,
Heas, one by one, hitr beauntlica dlsappear;
When Time, grown weary of bar hearti-drawa
nighn,
Jmpatiently begina to “'dim har eyes!™
Compalied at last, in life’s uncertain gloamings
To wreath her wrinkled brow with weil.sawd
“combingn,”
aduosd with rouge, lip-salve, and pe=riy grey,
“make gp'’ for lost Ume, as best she may! .
Bilver'd 1s the raven halr—
Spreading Is the parting straight,
Mottled the complexion falr,
Halt—1s the youthful ga't
Hollow ts the laughter free

racelved the preater mesd

:I. Spectacied the Hmpld eye,
"t Little will be lefy of me,
B In the coming bre-snd-byal

Little will Lo left of me
In the coming bye-and-bys.
= Fading s the taper walst—
Shapeless grows the shapelr limh,
And, sithough securely laoed,
Spreading 15 the figure trimi
Biouter than 1 wsed to be.
Bl more eorpulent grow I—
There will be too much of me
In ths coming bye-and.bye.

Jane’s gong beging act 1.  Here fol-
lows the Chorus of Maidens, in which thosa
Interesting young persons purste the hap-
iesa Grosvenor. They come on in groups of
two, each playing on an archale instrument.

. The maidens discover Grosvenor abstracted.
ly reading hia own poetry, and they sing;
Choras of Maldens,

Turn, uh turm, in tuis direction,
Shed, oh shed, & gratle smile;

Wik & glance of sad perfection,

Our poor fainting hearts begulle!
On such eves an matdens cherish
Lat they fond sdorers gaze,
Or incontinently perish,
In thetr all-consuming rays!
Or Incontinently perish,
In thetr all-consuming reys!

GROS (Aside). Ths old, old tale! Fow
rapturously theso maldens love™ me, and
how hopelessly! Ok Patience, Patlence!
with the love of thes In my heart -what
have T for thesa poor mad maldens but
an unvalued plty? Alas! they will dle of
hopeless love for me, and I shall dle of
hopeless love for thes!

ANG. Sir, will It please you to read to us?

GROS. (Sighiog). Yes, child, if you will
What shall T read? ;

ANG. Ove of your own poems,

GRO. One of my own poems? Botter not,
my child. They will not cure thee of thy
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Sy
S FLA. Mr. Bunthoine ised fo read ps a g that T shoull take upon my=elf to with-
- ! porm of his own every dnd ! hold my gifte from rou? What am | but
SAPIL And. to do him justice. he read | 4 trustee? Herd i» u decalel, a pure amd
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GROS. Ob, dild be s07 Well, who am I | understond it. To appreciate it, It Is mot

{ Or caught blue bott'es,
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neceeenry to thick of anything at sl
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ghame to the cheek of modesty™”

A Memoir by Marguerita Sylva,
in Which She Tells of Some
of the Troubles Which May
Beset an Ambitious Younj
Person.

| WRITTEN FOR THE SUNDAY REPFUBLIO,

| 0 YOU want me to t2ll you & hard-
| luck story?

| Very well

! Of course, it 't & story that la
: altogether Jdifferent from thoso
1 which others may teil, but it has
varistions that may be of Interest.

And It is just beginning to get fur enough
back Into the past for me to approsch the
teiling of It without a wee shudder,

My hard luck wuas not a prelude to my
professional stage career; It was rather In
the nature of an interpolatin—and at times
1 bave chosen to consbder i an tmpruodent
icterpolation. 1f I bhad found no Jdiffcullies
greater than thess which Interposed them-
Ives Letween me sl my professional
but, 1 should have no scrawly pages of
bard loek In my mental memolirs ta turn
back to and laugh at, as Time whisks me
farthier and farther away from the perlod
during which they were boing labociously
wirtten

And perhaps they would never have baen
written at all had not my pervervg longue
—otherwise glib enough—halted and sium-
bled over English vowels!

Buch funny little things semetimes cause
such serioua big troubles—don't they?

Hut supposs we bezin somewhere near the
beginning, that 1 may teil you a!l about
it in proper fashlon. It Is ruther confusing
to take up the cllmax first; let's sturt with
the prologue.

After my father's death—he was a physi-
clan in Brussels, Belgium--my mother took
we to London. My earllest ambition was
to ging in opera, but my parents opposed
all thoughts In this drection. Ja London,
while singing at a muslcal, given at the
home of Bir Simeon and Lady Stewart, W.
8 Gilbert, the famous librettist of Glibert
and Sulilvan operatic fame, seaned pleased
witn me, and asked me if 1 would like to
fing In opera. He overcome my mother's
olbjections, and, to test my -lm‘atic ablill-
ties, a reheprsal performanes oc “Pyrma-
lion azd Galatea™ was arranged, In which
Mr. Giibert himself played Pygmalion to
my Gulatea.

Her First Struggle With
an English Text.

At this time I could only speak Freach
and German: but 1 learned the English
words of the part. And, ah! how I learned
them! The pronunciations were drilled In-
to me by a friend, and, although 1 spoke
the words of the text, I only knew thelr
grneral meaning.

Before the performance, Mr. Glibert be-
came fearful that his age woukl dampen
the ardor of my lovemaking. “My echild.™
he sald, “do not notles my gray halrs, but
makes love o me as If I were a young
man."

1 followed his advice so suceessfully that
he Introdeced me to Sir Augustus Harris,
the late operatic impresario. 1 sang for
him, and he asked me if 1 could sing ke
that in & theater., The opera of “Carmen™
I knew by heart, having =tudled and sung
It whenever 1 had a chapce. Convinclug
Sir Augustus of my famillarity with the
scoce, he let me appear st a special re-
hearsal performance withoul even sing-
ing the part In previous rehearsal with
the tenor.

It was ia the Crystal Palace, and thoy
told me that if T made a hit they would
et me sing with the company in Drury
Lane Theater.

I was wild with delight. I wasn't a bit
nervous,  The tenor was, though, I could
=¢6 him pale under his make-up. He had
quite a roputation, and thought 1T would
ruin 1. He was furious that they shounid
et a girl who had never been on i stage
sing with him!

I sang Curmen In French. and it took.
For twenty days I made n prisoner of my-
self 1o study the English words of the
opera, and then sang them twice a week for
nearly a peason.

Expected to Find a
Diamond ia a Bouguet.

It ls amusing—now—to think how green 1
was then!

I was so green that I {ore to pleces every
flower in the bouguet which was sept 1o me
to find the diamond which, I had read In

debutante on the stage!

The death of Sir Augustus Harris neces-
sitated my looking elsewbere for an en-
gngement. 1 was next cast for the part of
the adventuress by Betrbohm Tree the
English actor, in his play, “The Seats of
the Mighty.” As the part was that of a
French woman, and the lines were written
to be spoken in French, 1 bhad eesy salling.

When that actor's company came to
America 1 accompanied It. In Mr. Tree's
repertoirs, the only part [ played, on ne-
count of my Inabllity to speak English, was
the ope above mentioned. The only other
use he could put me to was In “Trilby,”
during which 1 sang Ben Bolt behind the
soencs,

I think Mr, Tree kept me in bis company
solely for his own personal amusement. He
used 1o go Into convulsions of luughter over
my Franco-English. I could never twist
my tlongue to pr ce the-word “twist™
in any other way than “tweest,” or “wrist™
except as “wreest.”

Mr., Tree used 10 give me private Jessons.

books, was always secreted there for the '
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Porsibly be may have been studying my
dialect for future use,

Weary Tramps in Search
of an Engagement.

After Mr. Tree closed his American tour
thres ycars ago, I decided to remsin.

But my imperfect knowledge of the lan-
guage causad me to be turned down by
every marsger 1o whom [ applied. I walked
miles and miles, covering the distance from
one manager's office to another without
encouragement, and was finally reduced to
the desperate straits of a young girl alone
in a strange country without friends or
1 4o pot know what I should

He saw that I was. very anzious to speak
good English, but that did not prevent his
.MWGR—I _ g

prospecis
have done had it not been for a family whe
lived in the country on Long Island. They

had known my father, and I Nved with
these good people, who had a blind confl-
dence that some day 1 would shine,
Finally I was offered the title rols in
*“The French Mald,™ at the Herald Square

_

Marguerita Sylva, With 2 Pen-and-Ink Story of Her Stage-Seeking Ventures.

the trair to the New York side, and thenoce
on my wheel over the cobblestones of the
crowded streets o the theater.

One Meal & Day and
Long Bicycle Journeys.

Before leaving home 1 would breakfost
but not another thing weould 1 have to eat
during the remalnder of the dny, as I al-
wavs returned home after the supper hour,
and felt a bit oo proud to jet them know
that I had gone all day without food In the
clty.

Nor would [ sceept the invitations of my
companions to luncheon; for 1 felt that an
goceplance would call for a return on my
part. With hunger consuming me [ would
smilingly and carciessly Insist that I was

e =y

L

fla the athers were fill-
I would try to amuse
perhaps.

r I had to ride the bike

not kungry, and

Ing their stoma

myself at the
In ralny weat

of my bicycle,
Mine is only one of the hard-luck

|
jil

ANG. Not ene: it = purity itself
GROS, Here's another.

Tearing Tom was a wry bad boy:

A great big mquirt was his favorita toy:

He put live shrimps In his father’s boots,

And vewed up ihe sieeves of his Sumday sultef
He punched his poor littls sisters’ headls

And cayeuns. peppersd thelr four-post beds: ]
He plastere) their halr with cobbler's wax,
And dropped hot half pennles down thelr backss
The consequence was, he was lost totaily,

And married a girl In the corpa de baliy!

ANG. Marked you how grandly, how Te=
lentlessly, the damning catalogue of crime
strode on, till Retribution, Hke a polsed
huwk, came swooping down on the wrongs=
dosr? Oh, It was terrible.

GROS (askle), This Is simply cloying.
(Aloud.) Ladies, 1 am sorry to appear ufs
gallant, but you have been following me
atout ever sinee Monday, and this is Sat=-
urday. I should I'ke the usual half-hollday,
and if you will kindly allow me to clese

early te-day, 1 shail take it as a peérsomal.

favor,

ELLA. 8Str, vou are Indead g poet, for you
touch our hearts, amd they go out to you,

GROS (aside). Poor, poor girls] (Aloud) 1t
1# best to speak plainly, 1 know that I am
loved by you, butl I never can love you In
return, for my heart i fixed elsewherel
Hemember the fable of the Magnet and the
Churn.

ANG (wlildly). But we don't know the
fable of the Magnet and the Churn!

GROS. Don't you? Then I will sing it to
Fou

The Maguet and the Churn.

A magnat hung in a hardware shop,

From needles and nalls and knives he'd tum,

And all ground was & loving crop

Of scissors and nesdles, nails and knives,

Offering love for all their lives;

But for frun the magnet felt no whim,

The' he charmed lron, It charmed not him,

¥rum Deedles and nalls and knives ha'd turm,

Fur he'd pet his heart on the Sliver Churn!

A Bilver Chuarn! A Sliver Churn!

Fancy took this turd—

“If I can wheodle

A knlfe or = needla,
Why nut a Silver Chum?*

And Iron and Steel expressed surpriss,
The needivs vponed thair well-filled eyws,
Trte pen-inives felt shut up no doubt,
The scismors declared ihemselves “‘cut out™
The kettles they bolled with rage, “tis said,
While every nall went off Ita bead, H
And hither und thither began to roam
Till & bammer came up and drove them home,
It druve them home?
It drove them homa,
While this magnetio,
Pe-ri-pa-te-tie
Lover, be lived to learn,
By no endeavar
Can magnet ever
Attract & Hllver Churn,
The cast for the revival this week rune
ds follows: Willlam Paull, Willlam H.

Clarke, Joseph F. Sheehan, Frank Moulan, '
Miro Delamotta, Maud Lambert, Jossphine

Ludwig, Maud Ramey, Frances Grahqm

and Adelalide Norwood,

Co-operative

Store, . . ..

Based on an English -
Plan, May Soon Be &

Established in

St. Louis.

The Intention Is to Di-
vide the Net Profits Be-
tween the Customers of
the Concern. & S S &
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MEETING is to be called In Reform
Anmumﬁwmhnh“
in Bt. Louls of & store to be operated
along the lines of the Rochdale co-operative
stores In Engiland.
Thess have been an eminent Success
abroad and have spread to all parts of the
British Fmpire. Even In Californla siores
of this character have been in operation for
several years, and similar institutions have
thriven lately In other parts of the United
States.
In Missour! rural stores somewhat lke
the old Farmers' Wheel stores are quite
common, and In some cases proprietary
groceries have been converted by the own-
ers voluntarfly into Institutions managed
on a co-operntive basis, the former owoet
becoming business manager et & fized
sulary.
A general stors of this character is that
at Oermann, a hamlet twelve miles south

of Catawissa, in Jefferson County, and but

forty miles from this city.

The former tor, Charfes Oermanm,
permitted all who wished so to do to invest
what money they desired in the store as &
joint stock company. All the shareholders,
bimself included, recelve § per cent Interest
on thelr investment, The manager s
luwed & salary of 34 a month, and the
profit is divided pro ratas among
tomers whether they own stock or

-
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